THE MAGNATES

From the crowded courtyard, where the outside ulcers transacts!
their business, there was rising already, during the nervous mome^
of waiting before the bell rang, a sound of tumult that was soon fe
grow, swell and ring out across the whole quarter of the town.

Through the general clamour a sudden murmur could be head,
Stockbrokers caught each other by the arm, saying: "It's Schoudlep!
There's Schoudler! Look, Schoudler!"

He was pale and his swollen eyelids were red from a night of sorrow
and insomnia; his black tie disappeared into the opening of his waist-
coat which was lined with a white slip.

He had no difficulty in making his way through the crowd; it opened
before him out of the respect that all major catastrophes inspire. He
entered the great hall with its hideous frescoes, its coats of arms of
the main cities with stock exchanges, looking like tourist advertisements,
its square columns, its barriers separating the various groups, its altar-
like platforms, its information-boards hung up like time-tables, and th|
dull light falling from the windows on the black-coated crowd, all ol
which made it look like a disused railway station given over to some
depressing religious cult.

Noel had not been seen at the Bourse for fifteen years. To many he
seemed a ghost; to others, the younger members, he was like the sudden
incarnation of a myth. The old giant, bearing all the signs of both,
wealth and suffering, come in person to defend himself and hold his
own, aroused admiration in spite of everything.

Noel advanced slowly. He raised his eyes to the board of quotations;
"Sonchelles ... closed at 1840" What would they open at?

To an old man who spoke to him, he said simply: "You're betraying
me!"

He made a few brief remarks to right and left; and everyone tried
to find in them some hidden meaning, some menace or some admission
of defeat.

Despite his feeling and all the calculations that were occupying his
mind, Noel still felt moved by the scene and the place which recalled a
far-distant period of his life. He began to stoop less and some colour
came back into his cheeks.

As Alberic Canet was about to enter the corbeille, the circular space
in the centre of the hall reserved for brokers who dealt in futures, Noel
took him by the arm.

"You'll support me to the bitter end, Alberic?" he asked.
The little man's expression did not waver beneath the giant's search^
ing scrutiny.

"I owe you everything, Noel, you and your father," he replied. "IT
go just as far as I can."

Then, the shortest among his colleagues, he went and took up his
position against the red velvet-covered balustrade, where the brokers,
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